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are so riſe in our land, and who so lovingly and com- ö 
passionately seek to correct the wrong doer, and lead him 5 
into the paths of justice, merey and peace. 

We would speak boldly; itf tones 80 thrilling that 


-a 


—— 


What the World Needs. 


N. 


The world needs men of sterling worth, aye, and 
WOMEN too; great souls, who dare be true to the teach- 
ings of the inward voice—who are capable of fecling 
the pulsations of the great heart of suffering humanity, 
as it swells in awful surges like the restless waves upon 
the billowy ocean. 

The world does not need men of wealth and power. 
It has already a surplus of these; men who ride mcr- 
cilessly over the weak and defenceless, who are deaf to 


the cry of the outcast, who care not for the suffering 


bondmen, but count their dollars, and monopolize, as 
far as possible, God’s universe to themselves. We have 
but little reverence for men of Church and State, who 
bind heavy burdens upon the weak, and look down with 
assumed dignity upon the laburer, who, perchance js 


much nearer the kingdom of heaven than they who | 


walk proudly by. . 

God is speaking in tones that cannot be mistaken,— 
saying.“ Labor fearless, labor faithful.” 
who have heard that voice, cowardly sit with folded 
hands, not daring to speak against the popular evils of 
the day? No! We will speak our convictions, wheth- 
er the world smiles or frowns. We will call Slavery, 
Slavery; War, War; and Licentiousness Licentiousness, 
whether it be hidden away in dark places, or stalks 
abroad at noonday, with brazen face, in Legislative halls 
and Senate chambers; or whether it takes on the“ livery 
of heaven,’ and reliyiously, or spiritually as it may be, 
scexs “new affinities,” and thus, in the name of all that 


is pure and holy, gratifies the’ animai passions, and call . 


it spiritual and divine. 
We shall speak fearlessly: not politely walk around 


a gigantic evil, stepping Cautiously lest we should hil if! , 


We shall invoke the aid of God's ministering angels, 


those immortal ones who have entered on the grcat fu- ` 


ture, those positive minds who denounce the evils which 


And shall we, 


the dormant, drowsy soul shall feel the force of the 
great truths which we advance, and be induced to labor 
for the redemption of fallen humanity. The smiling 
heavens are above us. God's great temple of nature is 
spread out before us, and the teeming earth is bursting 
anew into life and beauty. Immortal spirits bend from 
the heavens, and invite us to become co-workers with 
them in saving the outcast and unfortunate. The crica 
of the oppressed, which in all ages have gone up into 
the ears of the “ Lord of Sabaoth,” come to us to day, 
from the sunny South. The voice of woman is heard, 
asking for liberty, for justice, and equal rights; voices 
of little children, sunk in degradation and crime, also 
fall upon our ears. We have heard their pleading elo- 
quence. In all boldness, in all humility, relying upon 
the Father of all spirits—the all-unchanging. ever lov- 
ing Father—with his bright and beautinl angels hend- 
ing over us - will we lahor to the best of our ability to 
bring about that blessed era, when truth, love and jus- 
tice shall pervade all worlds. H. N. G. 
Call mo not Good.“ 
We have had the misfortune, several times in this 
rudimental sphere, to be called good. We respond to 
such compliments (e) kindly—how could) we do other- 
wise hut let no man name us good while he carries 
his head higher thun his offending brother; for we rep- 
resent humanity. Whoever despises the veriest criminal 
despises us. Let such commenders, who arg too good to 
be“ numbered with the transgressors,” beware how they 
name ½ good. We are not too good to use the lancet 
to probe their self-righteous veins, and calmly see the 
blue sectarian blood pass off to make room for the 
inflow of more liberal and healthful elements! We 
would not set our foot ujon a worm, but they who per- 
sistently do so may feel the whole force of our moral 
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nense, and the administered justice of the infinite God! 
Yet when the hour cometh we will down the lancet, and 
that kindness of soul which conferred power of reproof 
shall now confer power of love, and we will receive the 
gratitude of all flatterers. This we could not expect, of 
course, during the operation! Vet of ourself we are 
nothing. You have but to change position—-set us in 
the patient's chair, to ace us shrink also when pierced 
in the tender nerve. What then? Shall the physi- 
cian shrink also? Never! ‘Ihe spirit is willing but the 
flesh is weak. But the’ willingness of che spirit makes 
it really equal to every emergency. We would not be 
called good while humazity lies bleeding at every pore, 
but would toil on, without thought of merit, in healing 
the wounded spirit. 


— 


Voice to Voung Men. 


The habit of Masturbation, of all others, exerts a 
most deplorable and destructive influence, bots upon 
the physical and nervous systems. To warn you, ina 
friendly way, of this, and induce those of you who al- 
ready practice this habit to abandon it at once, and tocon- 
firm those who have thus far escaped its blighting pow- 
er in the wisdom of entire abstinence, is the object of 
this brief address. 

Physicians, in successful practice, are almost the last 
Porson» to assist you in your distress, since they are prone 
to perpetuate your ignorance of the truc and oxty cause 
of your ailings, Do not rely upon them, nor solely on 
a vy one else who presumes to doctor you for the Liver 
complaint, Lung dithculty, Spinal affection, or any other 
popwar ailing, eo long as you practice this habit. For 
either they do not know th 
or huowing it, lack the courage or honesty to avow it. 
Therefore, the voice of Wisdom to you, in so vital a mat- 
ter, is this: ( Take your deliverance from this vicious 
practice, wich all its consequences, into your own charge, 
None can do it tor you. There is no vi- 
carious atonement for Nature's violated law. Itis YOUR 
work to rescue yourself from tha grave, Which is waiting 
to devour your body, and from th. alluring malstrom 
which is bearing away your manhood. The effort to 
overcome is the first requsite; it will increase your self- 
reliance, which your mal-practice is perpetually under- 
mining. If you are prepared to make such an effort, 
listen to the necessary conditions: 

1. You must at once ABANDON rur nnr. Norcal 
hope can bo had of health, either of body or mind, till 
THIS is done. 

2. Study the laws of your being. rend works bearing 
on this general subject, without using the specious reme- 
dies which many of them advertise. 

3. Feel your..1f srrrrion to so degrading a viec—rise 


real cause of your sickn 


and conquer ! 


Din the nobility of your nature, realize your soul-affinity 
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with the great and worthy names of history, who have 
put every evil beneath their feet} Pray to them, and 
to the great Father of Life and Light, for their healing 
power to save, and cease not till the way opens, and you 
hear the voice of infinite And undying Love, saying, Come 
up hither, my brother, fmy son, and we will bless you. 

4. Be temperate in // things. You cannot entirely 
overcome one vice whildindulging another. If you gorge 
your stomach with execysive stimulants, how can you 
control your passions? Belyssured that if you cannot re- 
frain from an extra cup of tła or coffee, or an extra picce 
of steak, it will be morally impossible, when these have 
exerted their legitimate influente on your animal organ- 
ism, for you to be chaste! 

5. Be always employed. Seek to interest your intel- 
It will at- 
tract the blood from the base to the upper brain, and re- 
store harmony to the mind. Harmony is health, and health 
is virtue; i. e. real, permanent health. When at leisure, 
seek socicty, especially that of chaste and generous women, 

6. Rise carly in the morning; and never fuil, if you are 
able, to be out. Take the open air; if it be possible, ex- 
ercise in it regularly, and even powerfully, soas to throw 
the blood to the extremities of the system. This will 
relieve you of cold feet, which your habit almost invari- 
ably induces, because of its excessive drainage of the vi- 
tal fluids. But your exercise should be in the open air. 
Dancing, in heated rooms, is generally worse than useless. 

7. Use water in bathing the entire form—particularly 
the region of the kidneys. Also bathe the back brain 
throughly, in case there is much heat or inflamation in 
the lobe of Amativeness, and keep the hair thinned. 


lectual and moral powers in noble objects. 


Thero are other conditions appropriate to different cases, 
the nectssity of which you may be safely left to di-cov-r, 
if you observe the FIRST. If you are in carnest, and 
have a deep sense of the blighting effects of this unman- 
ly practice, tending as it does to destroy all bodily and 
mental efliciencygending in death, or in complete idiocy 
or insanity, not to speak of the great wnoxo and tNuvs- 
tice you dofto yourself and your race—you will rise in the 
strength of your native manhood, and shake off so de- 
grading a habit—bidding it depart forever ! 

Do not expect, after years perhaps, of sexual abuse, 
to overcome without effort. Victory or death! should 
be your spirit; for such it will be; either you must go 
down the opening whirlpool, or else command every 
power to the rescue! If you cannot deliver yourself 
now, how can you do so when the current has greatly 
increased? If you have so long perverted your amative 
instinct that you oannot prevent involuntary seminal 


your enaz is in bce! a sad one, 


discharg Put do not 
despair. You can at least wilt to abstain totally from 
this practice, and thus robe your sort in purity, until 
you finally conquer But you must, by all means, avoid 
late suppers, and the whole catalogus of excitants. 


God loves the s‘nner as he loves the saint. — Hannis. 
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- brother and sisterhood ! 
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Such is the Voice of Love, and the teaching of Wis- 
dom—imperfectly uttered—but free, we trust, from the 


popular contempt for „ sinners.” Brothers! farewell. 


Short Sermon. 


Text." Behold, how good a thing it is, 
And how becoming well— 
Together, such as brethren are, 
In unity to‘dwell” 

O, that such child's wisdom could fall on the world's 
car! yea, drop like heavenly dew deep, deep into its an- 
guished heart. How many a sectarian} difference would 
it obliterate, how many estranged hearts would it teach 
to flow into cach other, and acknowledge their common 
How many desolate, solitary. 


souls would it give society, how many oppressed and 


weary outcasts would it lift up, how many anguished 
bosoms would it solace—how many lover's tears would 
it dry—and how many of the enslaved and the lowly 
would it clothe with freedum and introduce into its fame 
ily circles of love! 


THE INDIVIDUALIST. 
The Individual and tho State. 

1 say to the “ Law-makers,” You are in the way of 
truth; you are a positive hindrance to human progress. 
Instead of really aiding mankind to harmony and indi- 
vidual power, you are constantly crushing the individ- 
ual—contioually underrating and vilifying humanity. 
Whatever the individual has done, he has done not by 
your help, but in spite of your hindrance. Not till he 
has overturned or shown his independence of your legal 
devices, does posterity acknowledge his manhood, 
Never in the world’s history have you taken the lead in 
any extensive humanitary reform. You only come on 
behind to gather the “snoils.” Other men labor and 
ye enter into their labors. I read petitions to your 
Legislatures, praying your honorable bodies to grant to 
woman the right to her children—as if it was the busi- 
ness of a Legislature to settle a question of natural 
right. Why not petition Legislatures for the right 
to breathe the air, or use the muscles? If it is their 
business at discretion to confer these rights, it is their 
business at discretion to toke them away. Or, if not, 
they might as well dissoive and go home; for their 
whole power lies in the admission that their acta should 
be respected as such, and not because they are right. 
The moment it is admitted that human rights are before 
legislation, that any civil enactment can either establish. 
or annul them, that moment the Legislature, as such, 
must he admitted to hea sham. I need no Congress to 
tis already determined. A 


determine for me wh 
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ry organizations exist, not so much in the place of ab- 
solute right as in violation of it They do not present 
the absolute reason, the absolute justice, or the absolute 
love, which are the really obiigatory laws; but they 
present their own construction of the absglute law, and 
demand assent to that as if it were the absolute law itself. 
Hence it may be clearly seen, that just so long as the 
individual depends on the government, or the church, to 
settle the moral law, so long will slavery of every hue 
exist. 


It is therefore man's business, by inner growth, to 
show the outer Church and State to be systems of tyr- 
anny—that they have no authority whatever, either to 
vote a man in or ot: of the divine government. It is 
a matter beyond their jurisdiction. The assumption of 
this prerogative is my reason for calling hoth of these 
systems tyrannous. Aud with these systems I must 
identify those who belong to them—their spiritual sup- 
porters. They are ,oppressors—some consciously 8o, 
and some unconsciously, but still oppressors ; for there is 
not a single form of human aggression which they do 
not sustain, directly or indirectly. The priest is paid to 
go into the pulpit and pray for the success of the rulers 
as rulers, and when these rulers go to battle, the priést is 
sent on after to pray in the name of the State for the 
overthrow of the enemy; as though the Universal 
Father had an car for such a petition. As though the 
presence of such men of office could disnify such acts. 
Even the ostensibly noble men of state, Charles Sumner, 
Horace Mann, Gerrit Smith, and others, cannot make 
the United States: Senate anything but a legal banditti, 
though they endeavor to honor it with their presence, 
and though the Church throw her sacred mantle over 
them. ‘They are still oppressors, not from inclination, 
but from custom and the psychological power“of a com- 
manding position. 


Otfloial Notice 
Fon a Hniaur May Dax. 


I am gone into the fields 
To take what this sweet hour yields, 
Reflection, you may come to-morrow ; 
Sit by the fireside of sorrow. 

You with the unpaid bill, Despair, 
You tiresome verac-reeiter, care, 

I will pay y 

D.ath wl listen to your stave.— 
Expectation too, be off! 

To-day is for itself enough; 

Hope in pity, mock not wos 

With smiles, nor follow where I go; 
Long having lived on thy sweet food 
At length I find one moment good; 
After long pain, with all your love, 
This you never told mo of. 


—Shellry. 
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Always heed the intimations which come to you in your liighest mools, 
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THE SPIRITUALIST. 


True Radicalism. 


We do not hold that the term ree Lis applicable to 
Spiritualism proper, tor in this scuse Spiritualism is but 
a fuct—not u question in morals, involving right or 
covery in science or an improve- 
is simply a standing, cterual verity, 
than at any other period of universal 


Wrong—nor a mwv di 


ment in art. It 


ho more true 


history. A fut does not admit of degrees, as moro or 
less. Nour docs it seem to be proper to speak of a radi- 


cal tact; and it is there!ore equally inapt to spcuk of 
radical Spiritua.ism, 
But there is—or may be such a phenomena as a radi- 
cal Spiritua Duuabtless Spiritualism proper, an- 
nounced by its tamest and most inoſfeusive believers, 
without back-bone enough to command the respget of 
pient free-thinker, is a pi:l so Litter as to 
be deemed suiticiently radical by popular Christendom. 
The term—or rather man’s conception of it--is compara- 
tive, and what is radical to ou: mind may be tame or in- 
eficient tu another, Truths which wouid shock the rev- 
erence (?) of many men and women who decin the ia 
selves quite outspoken, may nevertheless have been so 
long accepted by a tew, as to be their plain ahd daily 
companions, no longer taxing their faith, or exciting 
their prejudices. What might be a new revelation to 
a pupil just entering the anti-slavery field might be but 
“inilk andjwater to Stephen S. Foster, Abby Keliey 
(Foster), or Parker Pillsbury. What would be a new 
gospel of Peace to him who first opens his eyes on the 
f war, or becomes a zealous member of the Amer- 
ciety, would be but childish prattle—im- 
potent and unstable—compared with the moral manhood 
of radical Non-Resistance, as represcnied by Adin Bal- 
lou, or Wm. Lloyd Garrison, He may be a thorough 
reformer in other dirvotions, but on the question of 
Peact, he is a learner. Even Theodore Parker, great in 
Theol great in Anti-Slavery, greatly learued—on 
the principle of Non-Resist: is as inefficient and 
powerless as a musquito. Wheu ne enters his favorite 
fieads of reform he is Theodore Parker the Great; but 
when be attempts to root up this Tree—of the livsven- 
ly Father's planting—with his great intellectual tuluns, 
he is ‘Theodore Parker the Litre. He had better 
incusure his strength, else it will le measured tor him. 
But there ix light aud wisdom in other hemis;.b of 
that m w'a soul -u.licient to gild the horizon of coming 
eras. We will be thankful tor THAT. 


the most inci 


evils 


iean Peace 


Where then shall we look for comirtearss—for 


rodicolis.n at ALL rolxis of the souls ho izou? t 


The spirit in which we act is the highest matter. — GOETHE. 


in the carth-liſo. He who thinks himself radical merely 
because he has had the courage to differ from the elders 
of hi» church, or because he has earned the honor 
ale utle of meet with 
more opposing forces than he “barga lor,“ and 
will either slink back where he belongs, vr else grow 
ad more radical. There are many mere shir- 
n in the field of reform whose swords are soon 
measured. They bear the glory of mere “ come- 
outism,” but whea introduced to men and women of 
firmer moral tiber, they experience a struggle in the 
upper brain for still nobler pre-eminence, which, if at- 
tained, would bring them out from the “Come-outers.” 

But who is the radical Spiritualist? How docs he 
diTer from other reformers ? Strictly speaking only ia 
the tact that he accepts the doctrine of Spirit intercourse, 
which others may not do; but spiritually speaking 
may ditfer . d: For, ascending the plancs of 
gress the Reformer becomes a Kevealer, endowed with 
an ealarged scope of vision, and commanding resources 
from the heavens of whose existence, they why live merce 
1; in the sphere of material forces, know not. Though 
in the midst of the Age of Controversy and using its 
armory of truth, above him descends, enlightening and 
expanding, the Age of Harmony. Such Reformers are 
rare one in an age—who are conscious of the Invisi- 
ble, and can stand, with uaclouded faith, in the pres- 
ence of the amplest minds of the inner spheres and re- 
veal Truth, Wisdom and Immortal Fraternity from their 
hallowed lips! As we ascend the mountain we lose our 
solidity, and our balance, except we are wise; hence the 
mysticism and vagueness of many spiritual reformers, 
radical progressives mercly, whose heads become “ top- 
heavy.” ‘ 

The reformer on the material plane is the frontal 
man, who “faces about” against evil, on whose brow is 
written,“ ForwaRD! Marcu !"—against oppressive po- 
livieal institutions. But the reformer on the spiritual 
plane is more—is the ascending man—who has power 
to put all evils beneath his feet, aud uot merely to meet 
then abreast. He is the prophet, before whose reaching 
vision the Future unrolls her curtains of light. lie 
stande on the threshold of the Age of Peace, while 
Scetariuuem strives in pitched battle below. He docs 
not eogage in the cyntroversy, but takes down his 
Geography of the Heavens aud invites all parties to a 
non ler ini nee to a comparison between their little 
possessions aud the read estate of God, bequeathed to 
all thsoe who cau afford to leave their “ bone of conten- 
tion,“ 

Our e Worcester, who d 
us to give our views on the * Marr 
le. red to our published “ a'rotest. 


Comeouter,” will ‘sometin, 
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Miss Fannie Davis' Lecturo. 


Miss Davis is known to many Spiritualists as a Trance 


speaker, A Lecture which was delivered by her, as a 
medium, in the “Old Brick Church,” Milord, Mass., 
April 17, on the Results of Spiritualism, was phono- 
graphically reported by£Miss Amanda Albce, of this 
We gladly make the following uscful 


place. 
EXTRACTS. 


When we gaze out into space, and sce mighty 


‘worlds revolving in harmony aud order, we question, 


hy that order? We ask, what are the great forces 
that keep in action those mighty worlds? And there 
is a responsive echo that comes back to our own spirits, 
that they are but outworking one of great Nature's 
primeval laws of harmony and attraction. When we 
look into the social world, and see neW orders elaborated 
with care, we question, what are the great forces that 
end their vibrating pulsations out through the avenues 
of life and sensation? And the answer comes again to 
the human spirit, it is but the outworkings of Nature's 
great law. It is but the vibration of that mighty Voice 
that spoke creation into tife, 

“And to day, as spiritualists, minds that reach out 
beyond the sober reality pf this external life, can you 
not al? questiou, what are the great external forces that 
have elaborated and unfolded the divine philosophy ? 
The answer comes back to the human soul, they are but 
the outworkings of Nature's great eternal laws. They 
are the outgrowth of the human spirit, into broader 
and diviner plains of progress. 

“Man, in ages past, has lived on the mere super- 
ficial plane of existence. He bas felt the wealth of soul 
up-welling within him, but he has not understood these 
principles and laws, Me has felt the impression 
of great inward forces in his soul; and the reaching 
forth of his mind into the labyrinths of knowledge, but 
he knew not why. * * * Come to the lowest sub- 
stances in nature. Analyze them, and jou find in every 
atom, a principle that points with its finger into the 
great future, and proclaims immortality. There is 
no element of existence, no substance, no fluid, no 
powır in nature's great laboratory but that points 
upward and onward, and proclaims the eternity of mat- 
ter and of mind. 

“The great philosophers of the past, the noble men 
who lived and thought for themselves, expressed just as 
far as they could, through the vehicle of language, 
those significances that lay in their owu spirit’s depths. 
And to-day, the generation that lives upon the curth's 
sphere, iy reaping the growth of this representation 


what the soul sought to grasp and to understand, We 
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“thou. 


are living in this broar, beautiful universe of ours—our 
that our Father has made for us—for you, and 
gels above you. All around, the beautiful flowers 
of being come back into your souls, and point vou on- 
ward to the broader and deeper realms. . There is noth- 
ing around us in literature and genius, but what re 
flects back to us an impetus, a life—a power, There is 
no hope, but has its spiritual significance, but 
what forms a stepping-stone to this great mind cathedral, 
Strange, indecd, that you cannot sce it, that you can- 
not feel it. $ Te very sun that smiles 
upon your earth to-day, breathes it to you. And the 
very spring-flower that comes bursting up from the 
carth, smiles to youof the resurrection and the life. 
It not only gives to the imagination this lite, it not ouly 
breathes a new life-current through the halls of mind, 
but itis founded in the solid judgment of every man 
or woman who lives to act—to carry out and develop 
the living structure of his manhood. Wy 2 Its 
effect [Spiritualism] on the world, will be to bring it into 
a closer approximation with the soul. It can recog- 
nize no death—only a new birth, only the growth and 
the carrying forth of that which we have, and that 
which we have had. If we look to the theological 
and philosophical world, to the moral world, we see they 
are but steps in the grand development of mind. * It is 
natural for man to wed. himself to that which is the 
holiest in his comprehension. Look forward into che 
future, and see the bright ones around the heavenly 
circle there ; why Should you not wed yourselves to them ? 

. . Why should you not look up like the little 
flower, und receive the heavenly baptism of those 
beyond. 

‘Spiritualism has, come into the world to awake in 
man, the high, the holy and the noble faculties of his be- 
ing. It has come to rend from his understanding the 
chains that hold him in bondage, and to give to him a 
life and force that shall raise him up to the standard of 
his spiritual manhood. Not to crush any belief—any 
faith—but to give’ WINGS to faith—to love and to charity; 
to throw the mantle of benevolence over the world, and 
to equalize the human race. If there is anything we 
need to-day, it is charity—to overthrow. these great bar- 


‘riers of conservatism in the world, and to leadtus to a 
higher plane of aspiration; to take from the lips of man- 


kind those words so often uttered, ‘Lam holier than 


“ Beautiful theories strike pleasantly on the ear, but 


‘unless we make use of those theories—apply-them to 


our wants and necessiiies—they only move on the bub- 
bling waves of life. We may talk of spiritual commun- 
ion. The Spiritualist may look forward to a union with 


Letin a ray of light at the upper window. 
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the beautiful ones in the world beyond. But whot is 
the gain, unless he incamate in his soul the principles 
and truths of a nobler life? Does he suppose that his 
angel mother or sister will meet him there, except he 
has incarnated within him spiritual principles? Does he 
not know there wilt be a gulf between him and them 
which they cannot pass ?” 


“We can reach into the high and the true above us. 
and be benefited by it. We may raise a standard in the 
world that is noble—that is moral—that is spiritual. 
But unless that standard rests upon the basis of our own 
INDIVIDUAL POWERS, what benefit will it be to us? So 
we say to Spiritualists, if you believe there is commun- 
ion between this world and the better life, see that you 
Live that life. Dare not lovk up to the heavens and say, 
* Our Father who art in heaven,’ and then turn and crush 
your brother beneath your feet. Dare not say to the 
world you have taken upon yourselves the responsibility 
of communing with the angels, when your life corres- 
ponds not to the sacred mantle that is thrown over your 
shoulders. No. If you are Spiritualists, let it be seen 
in your every day life. There is much in the spiritual 
philosophy, much in the advocates of Spiritualism, that 
presents to the world a sable mantle; much that seems 
to have come from lower and darker realms. As we 
stand to-day, ministers of humanity, should we not take 
upon ourselves the sacred obligation of that ministry ? 
Should we not feel that it is a holy thing to realize that 
we are in communion with prophets and bards, with no- 
ble minds that adorned the mighty pages of the past» 
they who have gone on maturing in life eternal? And 
if you believe in Spiritualism, you are in harmony with 


those minds. For the spiral waves of being which move 
along the bright shores of eternity, have mo ‘break’ in 
their movement. The life currents ride upon those 
waves, until they touch even your shores. The silent 
thoughts of your souls go out and reach the angel worid 

„When we see the evil, the crime, the darkness and 
misery that is Gpon the earth sphere, does it not become 
us td take upon ourselves the work of going out and re- 
deeming the world? Shall we not raise the downcast ? 
Shall we not act freedom, when we speak freedom? Shall 
we not breathe out justice from our very hearts’ blood, 
when we speak justice? And when we speak religion, 
shall we not ac Even to-day, the same pall that 
darkens the world, is hanging over us. And why is it? 
It is because we necd the inner baptism. It has only 


reached the intellect; but it has not come into the true 


man- the true woman's possession.” * G 9 


“ On this [the spirit baptism hangs) all the law of hu- 
manity - of government - though there is but one govern- 
ment, and that government is divine. It is a govern 


ment that gives to every man and woman a SOUL to 
live, to think, to act. That is the only government rec- 
ognized by the Father—a universal goverumeut—a vni- 
versal Christianity—a universal gospel, that whispers to 
our own spirits to-day, to the child, to the old man, to 
every soul that looks interiorly for knowledge, instead 
of externally. For within the human spirit is folded 
up, as within the bud of the rose, all the attributes of 
the divine character.” 

“ We need not go to the outer, to draw from the di- 
vine fountain the true inspiration. It is condensed and 
focalized in our spirit. Before you can be a peaceful 
and happy nation, before the Fatherhood of God and 
the brotherhood of man can be incarnated in your midst, 


the divine goverment must he instituted in America, and 
in the world. The government that now exists is but 
the inethod of a day. But God's government enfolds 
us all.“ 

Religion never chained the human soul. True chris- 
tianity never made a man a slave. It is bigotry that 
does this. The gospel of our Father never crushed a 
a single aspiration of the human heart; but only the 
gospel that man has devised.” 

“ Will you go to the Father? His mighty arm can- 
not reach you, only as it reaches you through his an- 
gels.” 

Man wants a freedom, a growth, an expansion and a 
life. Man wants “sca-room” for growth in spirit.— 
space wide enough to open the arms of his benevolence, 
and say to humanity here is rest.. Wen men 
think that we would set our foot upon that which they 
have held sacred in the past, they are much mistaken. 
For that which is true, that which is divine, cannot be 
crushed, for it is God's, If the Bible is the revelation 
of heaven—and we believe it is—it will live in spirit. 
But these pages wil! cease to be. Change applies to 
parchment; it applies to paper, and these will cease to 
be. But the giorious fundamental principles will live 
in the hearts of men. The spirit will rise triumphant, 
and live eternally. No church, which to-day raises its 
voice in your land, can be destroyed, if it is Gop's 
church. But if it does not recognize humanity on this 
broad plane, it will, and it ought to cease to exist. It 
will die out, but * spirit that is in it will rise and live 
forever.” 


“ Let none of us seal our lips until freedom, justice, 
and equality pervade all hearts—universally—as the 
government and embodiment of our constitution and 
our church. Let no man be crushed because another 
man ys, Jam holier than thou.” Let no Spiritual- 
ist ever call himself * the church.’ We will never recog- 
nize our church as complete, until every child of Adam 


—— 


is a member—umtil every human soul is free in M its 
faculties.” Q Ç G 

“Spiritualism was born in a manger, and thank heav- 
en that it was born there. Thank heaven! it was born 
in the lower, and is bound to ascend to the higher. It 
has noble souls to help its advancement. There are 
millions of spiritual believers in our land to-day, and 
It will become the great religious in- 
centive, and power of the human soul. God's voice 
His great inspiration leaps in its 
veins and glows on its inner altars, uniting the beautiful 
Beyond with you dim, mundane sphere.” $ 


yet it moves on. 


whispers through it. 


YOUTH’S DEPARTMENT. 


I wish that I had Loved Her more. 

“Mother, why does sister lay there so still? She 
will not speak to me; she does net move; she will not 
open her eyes, and her face is so cold—her lips so pale 
—O mother! mother, tell me what it means? 

“ It means that your gentle sister has passed from 
earth to heaven. She has left us, Minnie, and we shall 
soon lay her little form to rest among the bright spring 
flowers.“ 

“ What, mother, will Carrie no more awake? Shall 
we play no more upon the lawn—no more roam over 
the fields and meadows in search of wild-wood flowers ? 
O mother! mother, is Carrie dead? O, that when we 
played together I had loved her more!“ 

A wild sob came from the bosom of Minnie. The 
mother folded her suffering child gently to her 
heart, and spoke to her of the angel home. She told 
her that Carrie had gone, but would come again, and 
that she might show her affection for her by loving those 
who had not yet gone to the spirit lund. 

Dear children—you who are reading these lines— 
how is it with you? Have you ever gazed tearfully 
on the placid face of a loved brother, sister or play- 
mate, as they lay in the little coffin, and wished you had 
loved them more? If so, resolve now that you will 
love your little playmates that still live, better than you 
have ever done before. Be gentle and kind, mild ang 
forgiving. Speak no hasty, unkind words. Let your 
little hands never be raised to strike a brother or sister.. 
You will never be sorry that you have loved your play: 
mates, but will regret bitterly if in your angry moments 
you treat your little friends unkindly. 0, children be. 
good and kind. Then the angel chi! tzen =' hene pona 
to dwell in the spirit world, will come to you and whis- 
per loving words, telling you of the beautiful home they 
have found. Love everything that is pure and good. 
Cultivate a love of the beautiful, in Nature and in Art. 


Reverence the kind Father who has placed you in this 
+ world—teeming with life and beauty. The warm and 
bright summer days are coming. The «green grass is 
‘springing up in grove and valley. The wild flowers are 
looking up and smiling as you pass, The singing birds 
make the dim old woods and valleys vocal with th ir 
free and joyous notes. 
, Little children! let your voices chime with the dan- 
Already I hear your merry laugh, as you 


Happy chil- 


cing brook. 
go forth to greet the birds and flowers. 
“dren! innocent children! She who now 
lines would gladly join you, and linger still on the haun- 
ted ground of childhood. Gladly wonld she ramble 
with you by the brook, and in the glen, and live over 
again those happy days; she would tell you of a beautiful 
Dlue eyed sister that early passed away, ard how she 
gazed upon her long silken eyelashes that veiled forever 
from her sight the light of those once radiant orbs be- 
neath, how she looked upon the little hands meek- 
ly folded upon the snowy bosom, and gazed upon the 
golden hair as it lay parted upon the marble forehead, 
and kissed the pale lips again, and how she wished that 
when her sister with her played, she had loved her more. 
H. N. G. 


n 


Temperance Fable. 

The rats once assembled in a large cellar, to devise 
some méthod of safely getting the bait from a small steel 
trap, which lay near, having seen numbers of their fricnds 
and relations snatched from them by its merciless jaws. 
After many loud specches, and the proposal of many 
elaborate but fruitless plans, a happy wit standing erect 
said, ‘it is my opinion that if with one paw we keep down 
the spring, we can safely take the food from the trap with 
the other.“ All the rats present loudly squeaked assent, 
and snapped their tails in applause. The mecting ad- 
journed. and the rats retired to their homes, but the dev- 
astation of the trap being by no means diminished, the 
rats were forced to call another * Convention.’ The cl- 
ders had just assembled and commenced their delibera- 
tions, when. all were startled by a faint voice, and a poor 
rat withronly three legs, limping into the ring, stood up 
to speak. All were instantly silent. When stretching 
out the bleeding remains of his leg, he said, ‘ My friends, 
I have tried the method you proposed, and see the result! 
Now let me suggest a plan to escape the trap—Do not 


Toucn ir.“ 
ae ͤ ͤ ——— — 

Osty Fit ror « Lay en.—There is a little three year 
old boy in Norwalk, Connecticut, already et apart for 

N e z taken in 
bead with a switch ae having becn ‘forbidden to pick 
another pear from a favorite dwarf tree, he indignantly 
exclaimed, “ Mamma, I did not pick off the pear—you 
come and-see if I did.“ Sure enaugh, he didn't. “He 
simply stood there and ate it, and the core was still dang- 
ling from the stem ! 


POD Noy ~- 
SEND 


As for me, I would never speak more; Heaven speaks. — ConFucits. 


writes these: 
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Ayspeptic’s Corner. 


A Lord They Never Heard of. 

Grant Thornburn—* Laurie Todd“ appears now and 
then ina New York paper with a reminiscence or a bit of 
an old story. Here is his last: 

In 1774, Dr. Webster was a popular preacher of the 
— —— Kirk of Scotland. in Edinburgh. Business brought him 
to London, and one day, passing the House of Lords, 0 


In meter, nor are all who rhymes indite his curiosity induced him to make an effort to step in and 
Pocta in fact. The Poct ia the man seo them, None were admitted without an order, except 
Whose dome-like faculties of mind o'er-span noblemen's servants. Webster being ignorant of the 
Creation, taking in cause, means and end ;— ‘ rule, requested admittance. „What Lord do you belong 
The man whose heart in living joy must blond to? asked the doorkeeper. The Lord Jchovah,” re- 
With the wide universe; the man whose life plicd Webster. The Lord Jehovah," repeated the keep- 
Finds rest in harmony, but pain in strife. er, “I have kept here seven years, but I never heard of | 
—Golden ige. such a Lord; Jack,” said he to his fellow keeper on the 
- —— -— front steps, ‘here is a chap who says he belongs to the 
Seasonal Hymn. Lord Jehovah; do you know such a lord “ Never 
RY REV. JONN PIERPONT. heard of him," says Jack. » But there is such a Lord,” 
Ge says Webster, willing to keep up the illusion, Pass 
Pie ear of Time carer, tem in.“ says Jack, . . J s'pose its some poor Scotch Lord.” 
And once more brings This occurred at a period when there was not one in 
Warmth to our Northern seas, twenty of all the manufacturing and rural districts in 
Baten in che erna breeze: England who could read the Bible or write his own name. 
Fragrance een Sabbath Schools were introduced in 1783. 
And all green things. = | 


A speaker enlarging upon the rascality of the Devil, 
got ofthe following: “I tell you that the Devil is an 
old liar; for when I about gettin; 


From all things here below 
We catch the genial glow, 
And hither throng 

To fan the hallowed tires 

Here kindled by our sires— 

The spirit that inspires 
The prayer, the song. 


religion, he told 
me that if I did got religion I could not go into gay com- 
pany, and lie and cheat, or any such thing, but I bave 
found him out to be a great liar,” 


A western paper says that there is aman out there, 


That spirit, from their ums, who has moved so often that whenever a covered wagon 
As this glad day returns, comes near his house, his chickens march up. fall on their 

Comes forth to see backs and cross their legs, ready to be ticd and carried to 
Tf, in this age of gold, the next stopping place. 


‘The Gospel here is sold, 
Or faithful, as of old, 
To Liberty. 


Tur Attorney —An unfortunate attorney, not long 
3 since, by accident became a little deranged, and constant- 
ly nad his teeth whciever be went; a bar-bitten client 
Lord, as of old thy frown observing this exercise, inquired + if /awyers began their 
Did, by their hands, cast down Suture destiny on earth,’ 
Mitre and throne ; 
So make our spirits strong, 
By sermon, prayer, and song, 
To vanquish every wrong, 
And first, our own. 


Morauity. ‘Aint it wicked to rob this hen-roost, 
Jimi” 

“That's a great moral question, Gumbo—ħand down 
another pullet.” 


One moment now may give us more A young lady who lately gave an order toa milliner 
Than fifty years of reason ; for a bonnet, said :—* You are to make it plain, but at 
Our minds will drink at every pore the same time ~e as Leit in a conspicuuus placo in 
The spirit of the season, ahurch.“ $ 
0 
——ü———j —ä᷑ — aa @ 
@) 


When the Great God lets loose a thinker on this planet, then all things are at risk,—B. W. E. 
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THE PHILANTHROPIST. 


Tho Outcast. 


it was night. In spirit we were in the great Me strop- 
olis ;-and with the moving tide of people were passing 
down the fashionable Broadway, Proud mansions were 
brilliantly lighted, and music and song echoed through 


the spacious halls. We paused before a splendid edi- 


fice—if possible more magnificient than any we had 


passed. Whatever wealth hed power to bestow had 
been employed to decorate and adorn the mansion of 
the fastidious millionaire. Foreign countries had been 
explored, and gems of art and beauty had been trans- 
ported over the broad Atlantic to grace the halls of the 
The rooms were lighted with 
more than their wonted brilliancy. It was an hour 
when all hearts beat high with hope énd expectation. 
The daughter of the proud owner of the mansion stood 
before the marriage altar; beside her one whom the 
world had courted and admired. The fashionable world 
made him the center of attraction, the “star” of their 
gay festivities, As we gazed upon his handsome coun- 
tenance, his lofty bearing, his expanded intellect, and 
marked the bewitching softness of his large, express- 
ive eye, we wondered not that the fair and graceful Cora 
had chosen him to be her companion. But as we 
glanced again at the youthful bride, we observed that 
beneath the bland and smiling face, was another expres- 
sion; a dark, proud smile wax there concealed, and she 
often gazed contemptuously on the youthful bridegroom. 
Did she love him with al! the purity of woman's love? 
the man whom with her lips she had “ promised” to love 
until death ? And how was it with the much admired 
Edward Dunbar? Did he appreciate woman truly? 
Had he a manly soul? Did he love unselfishly. We 


shall see. 
. . . . . . 


It was again evening. The holy stars looked down 


upon the great city, teeming with human souls. The 
pale moon shed her silvery light on all—on the gay 
and thoughtless throng—on the lone wanderer, and the 
weary outcast who had not where to lay her drooping 
head. In the crowded mart we beheld not only the 
rich, the gay and fashionable, but the poor, the degraded, 
the outcast. Passing down a narrow street our atten- 
tion was arrested by a female figure, whose pale face 
and attenuated form at once attracted our notice. It 
was evident to us that her soul was in agony—that her 
heart was breaking beneath a heavy load of care and 
sorrow, We followed her, in sympathy, hoping to learn 
something of her mysterious history. We knew there 
were unread volumes written upon the pages of her 
existence, She wandered on. When she had turned a 
more secluded street, she paused, and looking up into 
the heavens exeldimed, in words designed for no human 
ear :— 

“O my God! has it come to this? Am I an outcast ? 
Whither shall I flee? Society has barred her doors 
against me. The virtuous and good hyve cast me from 
them; and he—O Heaven! must I repeat it?—he 
whom I loved with all the strength of my woman's na- 
ture, has cruelly deceived and betrayed me. Yet I love 
him still. But where shall I go to hide my shame? I 
cannot and will not become a miserable prostitute. My 
whole soul revolts at this. To me it would be a living 
death. My unborn babe—O, what will become of thee ! 
Where shall the mother hide her face? © Edward, 
Edward! Iam driven to despair. You. have cruelly 
deserted me, and left me alone in this great city—home- 
less and friendless.” 

The weeping girl sank upon the cold ground in ag- 
ony. At that moment we saw sa male figure approach- 
ing. The strong gas-light exposed his features to our 
view. Can it be possible! we exclaimed. We will watch 
his movements closely. 

He stooped down and sought to raise the prostrate 
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form from the ground. When she heard his voice she 
exclaimed : 

“ Edward, isit you? Thank God you have come to 
save me! You will not leave me here to die. O take 
me to your heart—-to your home; you will own and 
bless your child. O. tell me Edward that you will!” 

“Hush! Ellen, Yoo know I will do all I can for 
you, ‘under the circumstances.’ I will see that a place 
ia provided for you, where you can be made comforta- 
ble.” 

“Then you do not love me still? Edward! my heart 
is breaking. I want your sympathy, your affection. If 
you never loved me, why have you so cruelly deceived 
me ?” x 

„ have loved you, Ellen, and I still love you ; but 

“ Butixhat!“ said Ellen; “tell me the worst—what 
is it that you would say ?” 

“That Lam married, Ellen, and that this must be 
our last meeting for the present.” 

“ Married! O, my God! Farewell, then, Edward, 
farewell forever!” 

Like a bewildered child she caught his hand, pressed 
it to her throbbing heart, and fled wildly from his sight. 
The “ mun of the world” uttered a deep groan and turn- 
ed away. 

Edward Dunbar returned to his palatial-home—to his 
wealthy bride; but alas! not to love, to peace and; hap- 
piness. In his heart he loved the gentle,f affectionate 
Ellen; but his pride rebelled at the thought of introduc- 
ing her to the world as Mrs. Edward Dunbar. So, after 
winning her purest affection, after he had allowed the 
tendrils of her confiding heart to entwine themselves 
around him, he rudely ture them all asunder, «nd left 
them, withered and dying at his feet. He wedded the 
proud, the aristocratic, soulless daughter of the’ million- 
aire; but in so doingjhe wedded selfishness, misery and 
gold. Alas! is this the only instance in which man has 
trampled love's pure blossoms under his feet? Answer, 
ye who have sinned, and who might sce the shadowy 
forms of outraged innocence rise up before you with 
bleeding hearts, wounded by your faithlessuess, But 
we know that man isa privileged character. Ile can 
do all these things unblushingly, can mingle in socicty 
as before, can be courted and admired by soulless wo- 
men, who contemptuously turn the unfortunate sister 
from their doors. Oh, woman! when wilt thou learn to 
deal more gently with the fallen of thine own sex, and 
justly reprove him who is the greater sinner? The 
cries of outraged innocence have gone up into heaven. 
And he who when upon earth looked compassionately 
upon the erring, sends his ministering angels to bind up 


their lacerated, broken hearts; and when the proud 
world passes them coldly by, the angels of love and mer- 
cy fold them to their compassionate bosoms. 

But where is Ellen? Avenues and streets she passed, 
never pausing to meet the glances of the careless eyes 
that followed her. Her agonized, distracted appear- 
ance, made no impression upon the hard hearted worl- 
ling, who had become harder than the gold he worshiped. 
Neither did the aristocratic lady pause to inquire into 
the CAUSE of the sorrow which was so vividly depicted 
upon her countenance. No! she only drew her costly 
robes more closely around her, lest they should become 
contaminated by the touch of the poor outcast, Chari- 
ty, Mercy, Religion, where have ye flown in this the 
nineteenth century!? O God! where art thou, when 
thy suffering children cry for mercy? O Father! man 
builds temples in which to worship thee, but profanes 
and desecrates the LIVING temple—the human soul— 
which is a part of thee, and which is sacred in thy sight. 
Let thy voice of justice break in thunder tones upon this 
guilty world till the selfish, the sordid, the avaricious and 
the libertine shall believe and acknowledge that Thou 
art the avenger of the innocent. 

Poor Ellen! Upon the cold, damp ground she laid 
her weary head and prayed for death. She was soon 
lost to all consciousness. The watchman, in going his 
nightly rounds, found the lone wanderer, and saw her 
conveyed to the “house of refuge.” Strange hands 
ministered to her necessities, and strange voices fell upon 
her car. No kind and gentle mother was there to 
soothe her in that hour when she so much needed a 
mother's sympathy. No strong arm was there to sup- 
port her in her deep agony. But though no earthly 
friend stood by her dying couch, yet there were true and 
beautiful angels bending over her. Beckoning hands 
pointed her to starry realms, where love, with amaranth- 
ine flowers waited to crown the brow of the weury pil- 
grim. 

. . . . . . 

Child of sorrow! Thou sleepest, with thy little one, in 
the PAUPER’S GRAVE. Affection's band strews no flow- 
ers over thy lowly bed. No stately monument marks 
the spot where thy form sleepeth. But the night wind 
sings its sad requiem, and the little birds often chant 
their wild, sweet song above thy resting place. But we 
will not look for thee in the grave ; no! with expanded 
vision we will gaze into the mysterious depths of the 
spirit realm, and behold thee among the beantiful and 
the blest. No frowning judge met thee on thy entrance 
to the immortal country. But a loving Father grected 
thee, through his A angels, and led thee by the 
side of peaceful wers, where thou didst receive the 


“Love is a stronger obligation{than Law.“ 
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baptismal dew of heaven; while anthems of praise re- 
sounded through the vast arches of the heavenly dome. 
Here we will leave thee, thou ransomed one, resting on 
the bosom of Infinite love, with bright angels all around 
thee. 

But what shall we say of Edward Dunbar, the Des- 
troyer? Is he happy? No! for there is a still small 
voice often whispering in the soul's deep sanctuary, sayt 
ing, The way of the transgressor is hard.“ And so it 
was. She whom he had acknowledged to be his wife, 
was such only by Law. She was cold, scornful and ex- 
acting. No love, like that which the gentle Ellen had 
given him, had been expressed by her whom he called 

‘his wife. He saw, when too late, that he had made a 
fatal mistake. He had sacrificed love and happiness. for 
wealth and ambition. While we strongly condemn- the 
course which Edward Dunbar has taken, yet we pity the 
transgressor, and like a minister of mercy would seek 
to dead him into the paths of virtue and peace. There 


is often an angel of love walking by his side, striving to 


calm the troubled waves which often roll tempestuously 


over his heaving bosom. The spirit of the injured El- 
len is not his accuser, nor avenger; but his guardian an- 
gel. Wich mild and pitying tyes she looks down from 
starry hights, weeping tears such as only angels weep, 
when she beholds the strong man bowed in sorrow. The 
outcast has become the guardian angel, the heavenly 
teacher. u. N. G. 


Correspondence. 


J. A. Row anv writes us from Washington, D. C.:— 

“ Be so kind as to put me down as a subscriber for the 
“ Radical Spiritualist.” I have not sent you a remit- 
tance now, but I promise myself: to render you a quid 
pro quo in some way or ee «+ I have mailed 
i a copy of the Patent Ottice Report for 1867—the 
ast issued—which I hope will not be altogether un- 
interesting or unacceptable to you. I propose also to 
send you such other documents etc. as 1 can obtain ; and 
1 hope to be able to send you some subscribers I 
am interested in the subject of Spiritualism, 


Pror. J. E. CHURCHILL, of Philadelphia, writes us :— 

“ Gladly, and with fuliness of pleasure, I see you have 
commenced a“ Radical Spirituahst” paper, so we can 
have a chance to discuss the true political and religious 
Reforms of the day. As I have not found one shect 
with the independence to publish the truth, I will ask 
you to open your columns tor religious and political lib- 
erty to be truthtully diseussed. I shall make my 
articles short and to tbe point. The cause of 
truth here has to be botstered by far-fetched facts and 
imported speakers. ‘Tbe people ask for a “sign, for 
physical manifestations, as tests, so long has reason been 
separated from religion. But the Spirit of Truth 
has made its bow upon the Stage of Life, and we shall 
soon have the acts and scenes of its labors. God speed 
you! is the prayer of your Brother.” 


laughing stock 
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H. A. Reid’s Criticisms. 

Under Dyspeptic’s Corner, the reader will find me 
plainly dealt with. I honor my friend's frankness, 
though he seems to me to have somewhat over done the 
matter. He thinks I have eommitted many “ grave er- 
rors.” Now I claim the right to “ err,” in his view, but 
never in my own, If I should start a paper devoted to 
the printing art, I should be likely.to callit the Radi- 


cal Printer, which would be a “ grave error” to all or- 


thodox printers, like my friend. I intend to introduce 
phonetic type in one department of the Radical Spir- 
itualist as soon as convenient. I, too, am a practical 
printer; but I would not belong to a “ Printer’s Un- 
ion,” which will not aceord to woman the right to prac- 
tice the art. Tat would be a GRAVE error. N 

Tam glad friend Reid appreciates the superior mer- 
its of my associate's editorials. I will not question his 
opinion, under the circumstances. That 1 am e eccen- 
tric,” is evident, and I am well pleased with the fact. 1 
may need more “ calmness ;” perhaps I need a better 
“balance wheel ;” yet I am conscious of greater needs. 

The Radical Spiritualist, says my critic, would be a 

k” at the Meadville school. That is 
somewhat suggestive. I was once arraigned before the 
Faculty of that institution to answer for the “ grave er- 
ror” of inviting Rev. Samuel R. Ward (a colored man), 
to deliver the Anniversary Sermon of my class, who 
had given me their official authority; though some of 
them grew pale, and deserted, when the “tug of war” 
came, and they were called to face the dignity of the 
Professors. As an abolitionist I advocated, that on the 
eve of our departure from the School, we should SET AN, 
EXAMPLE to other theological institutions worthy of 
imitation, But as it proved, our ‘abolitionism suvored 
too much of “ sober earnestness,” though we had debat- 
ed the subject freely in our Lyceums. It could hardly 
be expected, therefore, after years of growth in “error,” 
since that event, that I should edit a paper which would 
“ take” at that institution, 

There is truth in some of my friend's criticisms, and 
I am not ungrateful, ‘although he has not told me any- 
thing new. Let him be as faithful to his seniors, not ex- 
cepting Mr. Parker; for TRUTH is impartial. 

My critic speaks very contemptuously of Spiritualism, 
and I think his ternis are iu “ bad taste,” besides being 
untrue. He will be obliged to take back that word ma- 
jority’ The fer only believe in the infallibility of spir- 
its, and these,huve not yet, cast off the “slime” and 
“slough” of old theology. Let him class them where 

they belong. Godspeed my Brother in the Truth. 


The Ideal is the highest Real. Idealists, or Poets, elevate their race. 
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Po you expect to Succecd ?” 

The question has Leen asked us several tim 
the issuwof the trt No. of The Radical 
© Do you expect to succeed Succecd ein WHat ?—in 
We never have had the faintest 
idea of such a result, We should be frightened if we 
thought that there was the slightest prospect of receivin 
hardly a just remuneration for our labors, We have 
labored long, in many directions, and have rarely re- 
ceived more than enough to keep soul and body togeth- 
er. We have learned that telling the truth does not 
line the pockets with gold. We do not expect to court 
he favor of those whose highest ambition is to make 
money. We expcet that the so called great and pow- 


making money? No! 


erful will frown upon us, and perhaps ask us, contemptu- 


ously, what WE expect to do without mone: 


In soliciting aid from our friends, we have been forci- 
bly remiaded of a saying of olden time. The common 
people heard him gladly.” We have found, thus tar, 
that the common people have been more ready to lend 
us a helping hund, than those who are wont to consider 
themselves fixed stars” in reforms, around whom all the 
little stars should revolve. But we will not complain. 
The broad universe is our field, and God is our helper. 
Popular Opinion, that great bug bear which has fright- 
ened so many weak souls, shall not alarm us with its im- 
potent barking. We have never been [great favorites 
with mea of woildly power, either in Church or State. 
We are content to take our place among the lowly, the 
despised, the outcast. And why should we not be. when 
we rememLer that the wise and benevolent Jesus mingled 
with pullicans and sinners? But we are For content to 
be mere SLAVES, to have a padlock placed upon our lips. 
We must be fiee—free as the singing bid, and the 
danci! g brook. 


Therefore we would say to all our friends, that we do 
not expect to suceved in making money. If we can suc- 
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ceed in lightening the burden of one oppressed spirit— 
can cause one fainting soul to feel the great pulsating 
heart of the good Father throbl.ing in unison with his 
own—can cheer the mourner in Lis lonely grief, by point- 
ing to the realms of starry beauty, where his departed 
kindred still live, we shall not have labored in vain, 

11. X. G, 


Cora L. V. Hatch at Milford. 


We listened, Friday, Gth ult., to a discourse from 
which we tahe the following extracts, given through 
Mrs. Ilatch, on the abstract subject, Tue Power or 
Trui, which was phonographically reported by Miss 
Amanda Albce, of Hopedale. Sucha sulject, though 
abstract in its nature, might have Leen so treated that its 
power would have bees acknowledged by the CONSCIENCE 
as well as the INIELLECT. But we doubt whether any 
one in the audience felt that the Angel Truth was re- 
ally saying to mm, „ Zhou art the man!” ‘The lan- 
guage, the manner, the magnetic or inspi presence 
of Cora, form more than half the virtue of her com- 
munications, and to that we Low with reverence, But 
as we would keep in our mind’s eye forever, the outcast 
millions, bound in chains by the iion hand of tyranny, 
and who have few to speak for them, we must say that 
Tuuru, which is fitted to the uceds of struggling hu- 
manity, should be made of * sterner stufi” than two often 
cymes through our more pop: mlar mediums, 


Prave 


“ Thou whoart forever the Spirit of the universe— 
Tntinite Father—in Whose lite and light we move, and 
thuk, and live forever—whose Spirit aud power uplitts, 
pervade}, controls aud guides us in every department of 
lue; who art around, above, beacath, aud who giveth 
ed things: we bless thee 
for life—that perfect, divine life aud love, which exists in 
all creation, aud manifests through its harmony and beau- 
ty, the symmetry of ‘Thine intelligence, We bless Thee 
for ail love. We bless ‘Thee for human lite; for those at- 
tributes in u divine humanity, which make Thy children 
worthy of | them so closely to 
Thee, that ‘Thinegwn pul-atiug heart heth closely to 
theirs We bless Mee for that conception which men 
have of Thee, which bears them above all surroundings, 
all circumstances, to the immortal world. We bless Thee, 
O Father, for life and love—sustaining, divine attributes 
of the heavenly Spirit—which make us all children of 
Thy care, aud bear us onward to Thee forever. We bless 
‘Yhee that Thy children are not wholly ignorant of Ahe 
Spirit, We bless Thee, our Father, that there is in every 
human soul, some spark of divine life—some k 
some conception of Thy love and power, 
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them at last beyond the pale of crime, We bless Thee, 
0 Father, for sorrows, that occur, and pass through our 
souls, like a cloud on a summer sky. We bless Thee for 
the seasons of sadness that flit across the spirit— for the ` 
perfect trust that comes from the soul.“ 

“ Weask of Thee no especial favor, to-night—nor do 
we ask, thot Thou mightest descend among us and pour out 
Thine own holy spirit ; but to bless 4, and love all, as 
Thou dost ever bless and love. And all the prayer we 
ask is, that each and all of Thy children may realize the 
blessings that are strown along their path daily—that 
is life and love, undying 
vnd true, and that they may be brought nearer ard nearer 
to Thee forever," 

LECTURE. 

“Truth is a PRINCIPLE, consequently positive, un- 
changing and perfect. No lesser degree of mind can influ- 
ence it. It remains perfect, unchanged and unchangea- ` 
ble, through all time and all eternity. Nor the down- 
fall of nations, nor the rise and fall of men, society or 
governments can affect its power, being as steadfast and 
permanent as the God in the heavens. Truth, therefore, 
is an clement of the Divine Mind, which positively-must 
triumph over all error. Everything which is known as 
falschood, or error, is simply confined to the wor!d of 
facts ; for We would give you to understand that there is 
as much difference between facts and truths as there is 
between night and day. Truths are constant as the sun, 
while facts are as various as the summer clouds. 

“ We have defined truths,—what are facts? They 
are occurrences of the material world, and always vary- 
ing. They may or may not be founded upon the 
principle of Truth. It seems to be a fact that to-day 
the earth revolves around the sun. But thousands of 
years ago it was believed to be a fact that the world was 
flat. Vet during all the intervening centuries the TRUTH. 
did not vary, Circumstances change. To-mor- 
row you will all be somewhere else. But know ye that 
the truth can never—never change.” 

“The phenomena of Nature are all facts, because 
they are always varying. To-day it may be a fact that 
a flower grows in a certain way. To-morrow it may 
change. . . . . . . . 

“ While the Star of Truth shines ever the same, men, 
like comets, start off in scarch of truth, as though to 
find it in some remote corner of the universe. If they 
cannot find it in one place they start for another, while 
it exists, perhaps, enshrined in their own hearts, a faint, 
glimmering light, which waits only to be recognized. 

“ Now there is something in morality that appeals to 
the sense of truth in every man’s soul; and though his 
practice and circumstances in life may preveat him from 


following out what is true, still he knows what 1s truth. 
The ‘Golden Rule is recognized by everybody to be the 
only perfect and truthful moral law. 

“ Facts go to prove that hatred, revenge: and malice, 
make up the outward phenomena of the moral world, 
while love, beautiful and mild, sits enthroned forever on 
the veryrbrow of Deity, Hatred, envy and crime, are 
all facts in connection with external human life. Bu: the 
truth which lies beyond, hid in the throbbing heart of 
Goi, is not embraced by man's limited powers. 

“ You ask the atheist if he believes in a God, and 
he answers, No! you cannot prove it. If there is a 
God, why has he not written his name upon the starry 
heavens, so plain that no man can mistake it? There 
is a principle in nature, says he, ‘which controls all 
these worlds, and that is natural law.’ 

“But whence comes natural law? The atheist can- 
not tell. But by-and-by he is on the stormy sea. 
The storm deepens! The clouds darken, the solemn 
thunder peals, and the living lightnings play in the 
mighty arch above, [like flashes from the eye of Gal! 
On bended knees, with uplifted hands, the atheist cries, 
* O save—save !" Where now is ‘chance’? Where is 
‘natural law’? The truth is, he always has believed in 
a God, but materialism, and self-love would not permit 
him to acknowledge it.” 

0 AlNhings decay,’ says the materialist; ‘the soul 
has no existence.“ But in his inmost heart, when ques- 
tioned by those who have passed beyond the grave, 
when asked if he never hears their voices whispering 
sweetly in the night breezes, when asked if he has no 
soul-communion with his beloved mother, the angel 
guardian of his childhood, he immediately turne his 
eyes toward heaven and prays to her. He believes in 
a hereafter though he tries to convince you to 
the coutrary. [We omit here a somewhat lengthy, but 
interesting illustration of immortality from the seasons.) 

“Truth carries its own conviction. The most hum- 
ble man on earth may stand before you, without any ex- 
ternal evidences of. power, entirely ignorant of any of 
the necessities of correct speaking, and he may tell you 
a truth whose power and simplicity will reach your 
hearts in spite of ridicule, because it is TRUTH. The 
simple minded Nazarene, living eighteen hundred years 
ago upon your earth, uttered more truth and with more 
power than had been uttered by all the philosophers 


who preceded him, or than has been uttered by all who 


have succeeded him. He was not a king, nor a 
monarch, nor a tyrant; hut he spoke truth which all 


* will believe—announced principles which will endure. 


If there is such a principle as justice —such a power as 
liberty—such a fundamental element in government as 


Oh, that mankind were STILL enough to listen to our taachings!—Sprrits. 
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mercy—they will remain unchanged. Though politi- 
cians and democrats, and bad men wicked and depray- 
ed men—may drag to the very depths of ignorance and 
despair, those whom they profess to rule, yet Justice 
will remain steadfast, Liberty always unsullied, and Mer- 
cy, pure and perfect.” 

Sciences, which in their infancy were scoffed at, are 
now honored ; discoverers, who were supposed to be lu- 
natics, are now idolized. Socrates, Plato, Demosthenes, 
Pythagoras, O what were they—most of them— in their 
own nation and country? Nothing but dreamers. To- 
day they belong to the galaxy of great names which 
adorn the temple of science.” 


“ Voico to Young Men.” 

The article entitled as above, which we published in 
our first issue, doubtless struck many of our readers as 
rather unique for a “ spiritual” journal, presenting the 
external beauty of “ The Radical Spiritualist.” Perhaps 
they think that a plainer and homelier sheet would be 
„good enough” for “ sinuers.” Such readers will natu- 
rally be somewhat suprised to find us in earnest, and to 
meet with truth and humanity which is “no respecter of 
persons.” But we promise them, that if they will be 
patient, and consider well the length and breadth of our 
aims, we shall not really harm them. Let them not be 
too certain that such a“ Voice“ is not needed in their 
own families, or should not have been uttered years ago, 
by legal guardians of the young. 

We intend to use language, on all subjects, which is 
direct and unequivocal, but to the purity and sincerity of 
which, every genuine reformer will spontaneously assent, 
As for others, whose fastidious tastes may be offended, 
we cannot afford to heed them. Our work is too im- 
portant. We would have our “ Voice” heard in every 
corner of the globe, were it possible; yea, we would have 
it heard in the spirit realm, by the “ spirits in prison.” 
But we do not expect a ready hearing. We have not 
yet seen it copied in any of the established journals, 
or “ Youth's Papers,” though we have opened the door. 
However, we do not falter, for we have not yet sent it 
to the “ American Tract Society”! 

Meantime, we have struck off a number of copies 
extra, on a separate sheet, in convenient form for eireu- 
lation, also a few (in bronze) adapted to frame, and to 
hang in “Gentleman's Rooms” at railroad stations, 
and other places where they may meet the eyes of hun- 
dreds of walking skeletons. Whoever of the friends of 
practical gocliness may be moved to apply to us, either 
for the separate sheets or the framed ones, can be sup- 
plied. - We have scattered many, in person, at inns, and 
among kuots of idle young men. Who will do likewise ? 


(For the Radical Spiritualist } 
To a Departed Friend. 
BY A. G. COMSTOCK. 
The Summer days are coming, 
The flowers bloom on the lea; 
Again the robin singeth 
Upon the old Elm Tree. 


Thou greetest not the blossoms,— 
Thine ears heed not the song; 
Thou sleepest in the valley, 
Thy withered buds among. 


When last the golden Summer, 
With slow, reluctant feet, 
Passed o'er the hazy hill-tops, 
The autumn days to meet; 
Thy spirit, worn and weary, 
Pell fainting by the way, 
But waiting for the finger 
* Which beckoned it away.“ 


Then when the nights were longer, 
And colder grew their breath, 

With many a tear and heart-throb, 
We yielded thee to death, 

‘Lhine eyes he closed so gently ! 
Thy lips he coldly pressed, 

Thy hands he meekly folded 
Upon thy pulseless breast! 


Oh, in that clime supernal, 
Where grief no cords may sweep, 
Dost thou enfold thy darlings 
Whom here thou couldst not keep? 
Then we will hush our murmurs, 
And check our falling tears, 
And spend in hopeful patience 
‘The intervening years. 


But when the death-damps gather 
Upon my pallid cheek, 

And prayers for light and guidance 
My lips no more may speak ; 

When strange mysterious shadows 
Shall cloud my failing sight, 

Then wilt thou meet me, Sister, 
Upon the mountain hight? 


And o'er its rugged summit 
My faltcring footsteps guide, 
Into those bowers perennial.— 
Just on the other side. 
New York, 1859. 


Cy We are still prepared to answer calls to repeat 
our Poem entitled “THE ANGEL AND THE BIGOT, AND 
THE ANGEL AND THE SLAVER.” 
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Take heed how you act when you are alone. - Coxrtcirs. 
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VOICES TO YOUTH. 


The Shadow-Land. 


“O mother! tell me of the Shadow-Land—the beau- 
tiful land where angels dwell. Do the birds sing sweet- 
ly there? Do flowers grow upon the banks of that 
mountain home? O mother, tell me of this land; for I 
dreamed last night that a bright and pleasant angel came 
and whispered loving words to me, and beckoned me away 
across the waters, Upon the banks of the river I saw 
little children crowned with amaranths. When they 
saw me approaching they came and took me by the 
hend and led me saſely across the blue waters into a 
beautiful grove. There, mother, I saw our little Allie, 
my dear angel sister, and she came to see me, and kissed 
me, and looked so beautiful. Mother, du you think I 
am going to live with the angel: 

The mother looked sorrowful. She gazed earnestly 
into the mysterious depths of the dreamy eye of her 
darling Mabel. The mother’s eye was dewy with 
tears, for she saw an unusual light beaming from 
the countenance of the inspired child. Forcing back 
the tears she replied calmly, 

‘Mabel, my child, you ask me of the Shadow-Land. 
You ask if singing birds are there, if the flowers that 
speak to us so lovingly here, bloom on the immortal 
shores. Dear Mabel, mortal cyes hath not scen, neither 
is it possible to conceive, of the beauty, the harmony, 
and the enchanting loveliness of the heavenly home. I 


- believe that the good Father has prepared for us a lovely 


mansion, where music and song, where warbling birds 
and singing brooks will greet the new-born spirit; where 
bud, leafict and flower expand and unfold in primeval 
beauty,—but Mabel! Mabel, my child, what is the mat- 
ter? A strange mysterious spell is on thee.” 

“O mother! mother, the angels are calling me; they 
beckon me to come; let me lay my head on your bosom 
and listen to their strange, zweet music,” 

The mother held her child closely to her beating heart. 
She knew that she must part with this tender bud, for 
the angels had called her home. 

Day after day the mother watched over her darling 
Mabel. The fair child of hope and promise is passing 
away. The beautiful casket is broken, and the angel 
child is passing over the waters. 

Another star gems the vast concave of the heavenly 
sky. Another flower has been transplanted upon the 
immortal hills. Another voice has joined in the deep 
chorus of the heavenly song, and blends in sweetest ca- 
dence, as it touches the delicate strings of the angel 
harp. Another crown is placed upon the head, a fade- 
less wreath of deathless beauty graces the fair brow of 
the angel Mabel. n. x. o. 
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Carrio’s Prayer. } 


Little Carrie Perkins was a great pet of mine ; indeed, 
she was the sunbeam of the house. She was only three 
years old, but she had a strangely mature way of talk- 
ing sometimes that made her seem very interesting. Ev- 
ery night I went to her room for a good night kiss; and 
never shall I forget how sweetly shé used to look, in her 
little night-dress as she knelt down at her mother's side 
and said, “ Our Father,“ nor how reverently she used to 
fold her hands at the close and say, 

Good night, dear God, and please take good care of 
little Carrie.“ 

“Why Carrie,“ said her mother, the first time she ad- 
ded this to her prayer, “ you shouldn't talk to God so.” 

“ Shouldn't 1?" said the little prattler, ++ I love God, 
and why shouldn't I say good night to him, before I go 
to sleep, just as I do to you and aunt Annie?!“ 

Her mother looked thoughtful, but only replied by 
kissing her; and always after that she repeated her good 
night petition. 


vVX e uu 
A-lady reading aloud from the New Testament about 
Jesus raising the dead, looked around and saw her two 


+ little boys, one flat on the floor, imitating death, and the 


other attempting to raise him ! 
— —— e 


Stepyino Larix.— We have heard of a farmer whose 
son had for a long time been ostensibly studying Latin in 
a popular academy. The farmer not being perfectly sat- 


. isfied with the course and conduct of the young hopeful, 


recalled him from school, and placing him by the side of 
a cart, one day, thus addressed him :—* Now, Joseph, 
here is a fork, and there is a heap of manure and a cart; 
what do you call them in Latin ?"—« Forkibus, cartibus 
et manuribus,” said Joseph.—** Well, now,” said the old 
man, “if you don’t take that forkibus pretty quickabus, 
and pitch that manuribus into that cartibus, I’ll break 
your lazy backabus.“ Joseph went to workibus forth- 
withabus. 


— —a¼—— AL ALCL AL AL AL AL AL APA LCP 
ENTERED THE SPIRIT-LAND. 


In Burrillville, ọn the 5th ult., of consumption, Mal- 
lissa Smith, daughter of Nelson Smith (deceased) and 
Clementina, and step-daughter of Nathan Wallen, aged 
14 years, 7 months and 18 days. 

Tke deceased was a young person of amiable charac- 
ter, and beloved by a large circle of relatives and associ- 
ates. Her funeral was attended by many neighbors, 
family acquaintances and sympathizing friends. We 
were privileged to attend and minister on the occasion, 
and found ourself quite free to express our liberal views, 
May the vail which hides the great Hereafter from the 
clouded vision of mortals, grow thinner, until mother and 
child, brother and sister, friends and loved ones shall 
‘meet again“ in their heavenly home. 


“To ACT is easy; to THINK is hard.” 
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Apspeptic’s Corner. 


Pompey’s Prayer. 


“It was early in the morning. and the physician wat 
by the bed-side of the apparently dying man. In one 
hand, he held his watch; in the other, the wrist of his 
patient. Pulsation was nearly gone; and momentarily 
was the grim messenger expected to make his appearance. 
‘The door opened, and Pompey, a colored man who lived 
hard by, entered the room. He approached the bed with 
the inquiry, * How Ca Noot du?“ 

„Oh, said the Physician, ‘he is a dying man ! 
ou no sabe um ? said Pompey. 
done every thing which I can, in the line of 
my profession,’ said the Physician, ‘and if my prayers 
could be answered, the Captain would be saved; but I 
have lost my influence at the Throne of Grace. Pompey, 
nothing but prayer can save our friend; the Lord may 
save him in answer to your prayers. And now, even at 
this moment, pray that the Lord may spare him, and let 
not his blood be upon your head because you shrank from 
duty.“ 

“ Pompey fell upon his knees, clasped his hands, roll- 
ed his white eyes up into his head, and thus commenced : 
Oh Lord, please spare Cap'n Noot!“ He then raised him- 
self up to see what effect it had upon the Capt. ; then fell 
upon his knees again, saying, Oh Lord, please spare 
Cap'n Noot—he good man—he build berry good cider- 
mill!“ — Again Pompey raised himself up, and ſooked up- 
on the Captain. Sveing his face of a dark crimson, while 
he appeared to be struggling with the agonics of death, 
the negro's indignation was aroused against his Maker. 
He stamped with his foot, smote his fists, and (while his 
whole frame trembled with violent emotion) exclaimed, 
*You can spare him jes’ well’s not, if ye ony mine to!” 

“This had the desired effect, The Captain's risible 
muscles gave way, and he burst into a laugh. The Phy- 
sician raised his patient, to prevent him from strangling 
while discharging the corrupt matter from his throat; 
and when the Captain was again laid back upon his bed, 
he called Pompey to him, and putting a five dollar note 
in his hand, said, There, my good fellow, accept that. 
You have by your prayers caused the swelling in the Cap- 
tain’s throatto break, and thereby saved his life—for 
which we all owe you much.“ 

“ Pompey called every morning to inquire for : Cap'n 
Noot;’ and one morning, when the Captain was so far 
recovered as to be able to walk by leaning upon the shoul- 
der of Pompey, they took a walk to the barn-yard, where 
Pompey had his choice of one of five cows. The tears 
trickled down the dark visage of the honest negro —he 
thanked the Captain a thousand times, and promised that 
he would daily remember him in his prayers.” 
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Friendly Criticism. 
We wrote a letter to Hiram A. Reid, of Meadville | 
Theological School, and have his response. We graduat- | 
edat that institution when we was a boy. 
will remember us. But since then we seldom visit such 
We also mailed him a copy of The Radical 
We have space only for his criticisms. For 
our reply, sce Individualist department. 


‘The professors 


localities. 
Spiritualist. 


„ Divisity Hart, May 9, '59, 

Dear Sir: Your rote and paper are before me. I 
have no flattery to offer you. discover in your enter- 
it scems to me, Many gr errors. 

Zeven years of my life I have spent as a practical 
pas and four or five in editorial management. The 

cad of your paper looks like a printer boy's first job ; it 
is in bad taste; too much ‘gingerbread’ about it, Radi- 
cal isa bad word. It savors not of sober carnestness, 
It means either too much or nothing. 

~ You set out with the sparkle and fume of small 
beer in June. Your editorials are flashy. Greene's are 
better. You flourish a wild scalpel over an imagina 
corpse of the past, gleaming and 8 0 
Your youthful ambition is moved by an ostentatious 
thrill at eccentricity. You are hot-headed ! Cultivate 
calmness, and grow up into a wholesome strength of 
manly purpose. 

« Honestly, I think you have got steam up too high. 
You need a balance-wheel. Think of the matter calmly. 

“Your paper would be a standing laughing-stock 
here.* Iam not a Spiritualist, as that name is common- 
ly understood, although I have paticntly and persistently 
embraced every means in my reach of learning the whole 
truth of the matter I took the liberty of getting 
the Banner of Light and the Spiritua/ Telegraph sent here 
to our Reading-Room, and some of the students were 
sadly scandalized. 

“Spiritualism has much slime to slough off. The ma- 
jority of its believers are just as much in error concern- 
ing the phenomena of mediumship as the wild-shooting 
Methodists are about the influence of the Holy Spirit. 

“I will not advise you to give up your enterprise,, but 
Tam fure if you fully realized the grave faults of your 
writings, you would be disposed to wait awhile. What 
you don't know would fill a large book. Your article, 
«Catt we xot Goop," is bad. Your * Voice ro Youxo | 
Mr an important subject, and perhaps respectably | 
treated. Tu INvivipvan axp tHe STA a wey 
unphilosophical, illogical, false in principle. Tun 
Ramearisyu” is bad Your treatment of Theodore 
Varker is simply bayishly ridiculous, The article .. is 
so badly d ked out as to fail entirely of its aim. . I 
think ycu noed a nearer fricnd to talk .. to you. 


You betray soma disposition to poctry . in the rough. 
Be not puffed 8 you evidently are. * 2 
And herewith I subscribe myself, in all good 


will and brotherly regard, Ilina A. Rew." 


* Good for Theological Dyspeptics !—(En. 


A Joxe.—Wc have received several business letters 
from a distance addressed to + Messrs Butts & Greene.“ 
Doubtless most of our readers are aware that Mr. Greene 
entered into matrimonial partnership with us before the 
commencement of our paper, but without changing his 
name. He would be addressed. “Ianniet N. Griese.” ? 


Thy one sin was greater than all; thou didst treat thy Broticr with contempt. 


e 


